ARAB WOMAN
HER eyes are like
The big round setting sun
Her hair is long and sleek like silk
Dark like a desert night.
Her ruddy cheeks are
Soft like butter made from goats' milk.
Her curved chin
Like an orange in a cup
Her feet are fleet
like the gazelle her menfolk hunt
Her smiling face is
An oasis in a long sea of endless burning sand-
She cooks all the meals herself
Washes her husfaand*s feet
Clothes him
Brings him his hutka
Whets his weapons
Sings him to sleep
Her vigilance guards him
During the dark* uncertain Arabian nights,
In return
She receives
Devoted protection
Enough food
Enough work
Unremitting love
And a child every summer.
34